

ojftlus Primus. Serna Trima . 


^ter Camilla and Anhtdmm. 

• \ ) • 

*&, you fhall chance(C4w#.7«)to vifit ’Bohemia, on 
the like occafion whereon my feruices are now 
n on-foot, you (hall fee(as I hauc (aid)great dif- 
fgrence betwixt our Bohemia ,and your Sicilia. 
Q m I thinke, this comming Summer, the King of 
Smha meane* to pay Baton** the Vifuation, which hec 

‘ U >Xwhercin our Entertainment (hall (harne vs:wc 
will be iuftified in our Loucs: for indeed— 

Cm. 'Befeechyou-- 

^.Vercly 1 fpeake it in the freedomc of my know- 
Itdee: we cannot with fuch magnificence— in fo rare— 
I know not what to fay— Wee will giuc you fleepie 
Drinkes, that your Sences (vn-intelligenc of ourinfuffi- 
cience) may, though they cannot prayfe vs, as little ac- 
cufe vs. 

Cm. You pay a great dcalc to dcare, for what's giuen 
freely. 

Jrcb. ’Belecuc me, I fpeake as my vnder (landing in- 
ftrufts me,and as mine honeftie puts it to vtterance. 

Cm. Sicilia cannot (hew himfelfc oucr-kind to Bohe- 
m: They were crayn’d together in their Child-hoods $ 
and there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affedtion, 
which cannot chulebut braunch now. Since their more 
mature Dignities,and Royall Nece{Tities,madefepcrati- 
on of their Societie, their Encountcrs(though not Pcrfo- 
nall) hath been Royally attornyed with enter-change of 
Gifts,Lettcrs,louing Embaflies,that they haue feem’d to 
be together,though abfent:(hookc hands,as ouer a Vaft; 
and embrac'd as it were from the ends of oppofed Winds. 
IheHeauens continue their Loucs. 

Arch. I thinke there is not in the World,either Malice 
or Matter, to alter it. You hauc an vnfpeakable comfort 
ofyour young Prince MamiHius: it is a Gentleman of the 
greateft Promife,that cuer came into my Note* 

Cm. I very well agree with you,in the hopes of him: 
it is a gallant Child; onc,that (indecd)Phyficks the Sub- 
ieft, makes old hearts freflh: they that went on Crutches 
ere he was borne,defirc yet their life.to fee him a Man* 
Arch. Would they elfc be content to die? 

Cm.Y es;ifthcre were no other cxcufe,why they fhould 
defire to Hue* 

ArcbAf the King had no Sonne, they would defire to 
iyeon Crutches rill he had one. Exeunt. 

_ Sccena Secunda. 

Enter Leontes , Hermione^Mamilliiu^oltxenet^CamiilQ. 
Pol. Nine Changes of the Watry-Scarre hath been 


The Shepheards Note,fince we haue left our Throne 
Without a Burthen: Time as long againe 
Would be fill'd vp(my Brother)with our Thanks, 

And yet we fliould/brperpetuitie, 

Goe hence in debt: And therefore,like a Cypher 
(Yet (landing in rich place) I multiply 
W ith one we thanke you,many thoufands moc. 

That goc before it. 

Leo. Stay your Thanks a while. 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir,that’s to morrow : 

I am queftion’d by my feares,of what may chance* 

Or breed vpon our abfence,that may blow 
No fncaping Winds at home,to make vs fay. 

This is put forth too truly: befides, I haue flay'd 
To tyre your Royalties 

Leo. We are tougher (Brother) 

Then you can put vs to'c. 

?dl. No longer flay# 

Leo. One Scuc’night longer. 

Pol. Very looth, to morrow* 

Leo. WeeTe part the time bet weene s then:and in that 
lie no gaine-faying. 

Pol. Preflcmcnot('bcfeechyou)fo: 

There is no Tongue that moucs;none,none \\W World 
So foonc as yours,could win me: fo it fhould now, 

Were there ncccffitie in your rcqucft,although 
*Twere necdfull I deny’d it. My Affaires 
Doe cuen drag me home-ward: which to hinder, 

Were (in your Loue) a Whip to me; my flay, 

To you a Charge,and Trouble: to fauc both. 

Farewell (our Brother.) 

Leo. Tongue-ty’dourQueene? fpeakeyou. 

Her. I had thought (Sir)to haue held my peacc,vntill 
You had drawne Oathcs from him,not to flay: you(Sir) 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him,you arc furc 
All mBohemia's well: this fatisfaciion. 

The by-gone-day proclaym’d, fay this to him. 

He's beat from his belt ward* 

Leo. Well faid, Hermione. 

Her. To tell,he longs to fee his Sonne,\verc ftrong: 
But let him fay fo then,and let him goc; 

But let him fwearc fo,and he fhall not flay, 

WccT thwack him hence with Diflaftcs. 

Yet of your Royall prefence,lie aduenture 
The borrow of a Wcckc. When at Bohemia 
You take my Lord, lie giuc him my Commiflioni 
To let him there a Moneth,behind theGcft 
Prefix'd for’s parting: yet (good-deed) Leontet, 

1 loue thee not a Iarre o'th' Clock.bchind 

A a ~ What 
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